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Yet as I was journeying on a bus down Ha/market
the other day, about the lunch hour, there suddenly
came crashing down upon me a mood such as I have
never known before.  It was as if a huge black stone
had been flung into the pool of my consciousness. It
all happened (as we were told it would) in the twink-
ling of an eye.  Everything was changed. The whole
cheerful pageant of the street immediately crumpled
and collapsed, with all its wavering pattern of light
and shade, its heartening sights and sounds, its warm
humanity, its suggestion of permanence, and I was
left shivering in the middle of a tragedy.  Not some-
thing magnificent, you understand, with funereal guns
roaring out over the battlements of Elsinore or queens
with bright hair dying for love, nothing after the high
Roman fashion; but a dreary tragedy of cheated fools
and illusions blown to the winds, of withering and
decay, dust and worms. I saw this world for a moment
or so through the hollow eyes of the prophets and the
great pessimists, and what I saw left me shivering
with cold and sick at heart. Nor did there remain with
me that cosy painted chamber of the mind into which
I might retire, there to forget in comfort, for it, too,
was desolated, heaped about with cold ashes and with
its tattered curtains flapping in the wind. AH the stir
and noise and glitter seemed nothing but fast-shred-
ding pigment on a dead face.

I might have been old Donne himself, brooding over
corruption and putrefaction and the gnawing worm;
and it was his words that returned to me: a. . . all